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BETTr; I DON'T WANT TO 6E 
PERSONAL. ..BUT YOU'RE 
WORRYING ABOUT YOUR 
FIGURE AREN'T YOU 7 YOU 
KNOW YOU'RE TOO THIN 
WELL.DEAR 1 CAN SHOW YOU 
HOW TO TAKE CARE OF 
THAT LITTLE MATTER.' 



..AND YOU JUST DO THAT - 
EXERCISE I TAUGHT VOU 
EVERY DAY AND WATCH THE 
DIFFERENCE IN YOUR 
FIGURE.' AND DON'T FORGET 
WHAT I TOLD VOU I WAS TOO 
THIN ONCE.' IT TAKES T1AAE 
AND EFFORT FOR LOTS OF 
GIRLS TO LOOK THEIR BEST' 



GOSH/ 1 HOPE THIS WORKS.' LET'S 
SEE, NOW.. .HANDS FLAT ON FLOOR, 
AND TURNED IN TOWARD EACH OTHER, 
KNEES BACK AND TOGETHER, ELBOWS 
OUT. WELL HERE GOES/ THE IDEA 
IS TO TRY TO TOUCH AAV RIOHT 
HAND FIRST WITH AAY CHIN.. 




i»iON'1 FORGET, GIRLS... THIN SMOULDERS LEAD 
yO DANGER' DANGER TO YOU/? POPULAR/7 '/■' 'BE 
SURE TO TRY THE ABOVE EXERCISE FOR THE 
UPPER BODY . . AND LOOK FOR THE NEXT HELPFUL 
HINT IN PICTOP/AL LOVE STORIES BEAUTY BRIEFS! 
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WfOtSL HOPEFUL IS A BOARDING HOUSE /if OUR LARGEST CfTY. IN REALITY. IT'S MRS. LUCINDA 
MICHAEL'S RESIDENCE ECU? VOUNO LADIES BUT TO THE YOUNG A5PIRANTS TO FAME AND 
FORTUNE WHO COME UNDER 'AUNT MIKE'S" MOTHERING WIN&, TO THOSE WHO DID WIN THEIR 
BATTLES ..AND TO THOSE WHO FAILED- IT WILL ALWAYS BE JUST HOTEL HOPEFUL > 

THOSE PICTURES UP THERE ARE OUR HALL OF FAME HAVEN'T MADE IT MvSELF YET...BUT I'M 
STILL TRYING' RIGHT NOW THOUGH LET ME TELL VOU THE STORY OF LQRRlE LANE. LORR.IE" 
NER MADE THE HALL O'F FAME, IN FACT, SHE NEVER REALLY LIVED IN OUR HOTEL HOPEFUL, I 

_- BUT .WELL, THIS IS HOW IT HAPPENED.. 




PICTORIAL LOVE STORIES 



WELL, THERE ISN'T MUCH TO TELL. LINDA CAME 
TO NEW VORK, A MOVIE SCOUT SAW HER. .AND 
SHE'S BEEN A STAR FOR, TWO YEARS NOW. ME 
IVE BEEN BACK IN MIDDLEVILLE, WORKING- IN 
A STORE, AND.. .WELL, I WAS ENGAGED TO A 
BOy NAMED JACK DUNN AND--.. 



WHV yES...THAT 15.. .NOT EXACTLY' YOU SEE I 
GOT SICK OF THAT SMALL TOWN.' I FIGURED 
THAT IF LINDA COULD BE A STAR SO COULD I .' 
JACK DIDN'T WANT ME TO GO AND WE HAD A 
FIGHT ABOUT IT... BUT ANYWAY, HERE I AM.' 



SOMETIME5 I WISH I WERE IN SOME 
LITTLE MIDDLE tfiLLE AGAIN, AND, OH 
WELL,SUPP05E YOU ROOM WITH ME, 
LORRIE I 




„ ML, THE TWINS COULDN'T TALK VERV WELL 
WITH ALL THE OTHERS LISTENING, SO I 
MANAGED TO DRAG THEM AWAV UP TO AAV 
ROOM. AND THEN CAME THE THUNDERBOLT.... 




LORRIE, I NEED A REST.' BUT IF I WENT BACK TO 
MIDDLEVILLE AS MYSELF. IT WOULDN'T BE ANY 
BETTER THAN ANYWHERE ELSE. YOU LOOK 
EXACTLY LIKE ME.LORRlE. I'LL TELL YOU JUST 
WHAT TO DO AMD SAY.' PLEASE, LORRIE/ 
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^?EN MINUTES LATER... 



^pELL, I'LL NEVER FORGET 
THAT NIGHT AS LONO AS I 
UVE! UA/PA'S CAR TOOK US 
TO TffE THEATRE... 
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HERE'S THE IDEA, LINDA' YOU'RE DOlNQ NEW YQRl 
WITH THREE VOUNG ACTORS FROM THE STUDIO 
THEY NEED THE PUBLICITY SEE? YOU DANCE WITH 
THEM, THE OTHERS CUT IN AND SO ON...G£T IT" 
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TOOK LQRRtE HOME TO LINDA'S EXPENSIVE 
APARTMENT FIXED HER SOMETHING TO EAT AND 
PUT HER TO BED. SHE WAS WORN OUT, POOR. 
THIUO! BUT NEXT MORNING, WHEN I WO/E UP:.. 




WWALLY, THAT EVENING WE 
MANAGED TO CLEAR THE ROOM 
I THOUGHT LORRIE WOULD HAVE 
TIME FOR A SIT OF REST.. BUT 
NO! TRE DOORBELL AGAIN! 




W THEN THERE HE WAS, BIG 
AS LIFE.. GARY GRAN 'LUND, THE 
HEARTTHROB OF THE NATION' 
MR. MOVIES HIMSELF.' 



LINDA LANE-' DARLING, i KNOW 
WE HAVENT MET BUT I WANT 
TO TELL YOU IV£ BEEN LOOKING- 
FORWARD TO IT FOR /MONTHS' 
YOU ARE AS BEAUTIFUL AS THEY 
SAY/ 



_ 'E WAS JUST AS HANDSOME AS 
HIS PICTURES, AND CHARMWG TOO. 
BUT... SOMEHOW THE WAY HE 
TALKED BEGAN TO ANNOY ME. .. . 



CALL ME GARY PLEASE/ NOW NOT 
THAT IT ISN'T WONDERFUL JUST 
LOOKING AT YOU- .BUT I'VE A 
LITTLE BUSINESS TO TALK 
OVER,MY DEAR. 
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WELL DARLING, I'VE DECIDED to HAVE YOU PiAY 
OPPOSITE ME IN MY NEXT PICTURE' IT WILL &E 
WONDERFUL FOR YOU, AS VOU CAN SEE' . 
PLAYWO OPPOSITE AAE MEANS ABSOLOTELY TOP 
STARDOM FOR ANY ACTRESS IN THE WORLD/ 

BUT. BUT LIN.. I WORK 
FOR WOLF PICTURES 
\OU ARE WITH UNIWORLD'^ ALREADY 
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IDONT CARE' I'M GOING 
HOME! I HATE ALL THIS FUSS 
v AND MESS AND. ..DARN. IT, IT'S 
SATURDAY NIGHT AMD I HAD A 
DATE WITH JACK AND MOW .... 
PROBABLY LINDA'S OUT WITH MM 1 
MARY, FIND THAT OLD SUITCASE I 
BROUGHT HERE YESTERDAY/ GET 
MIDDLEVILLE ON THE PHONE' I 
WANT TO TALK TO LIN... LOKRIE 
LANE.' 




T WAS NO USE . I COULDN'T STOP HER. FIFTEEN 
MINUTES LATER LORRIE LANE INAS ON THE TRAIN 
FOR HOME... Am WHEN I SAW THE SMILE ON HER 
FACE I REALIZED WHAT SHE WAS THINKING. SHE 
WAS GOING SACK TO HER OWN HOME AND TO JACK 
AND I WINK THAT SHE WAS DOING THE RIGHT 
THING, FOR HER.... 



GOODBYE, JEW/ YOU'VE BEEW WONDERFUL I'LL 
NEVES FORGET YOU.' IF YOU'RE EVER IN 
WDDLEVILLE, DROP IN ON ME I /WEAN US 
JACK AND ME' 



ME ? NOPE, NO' 
MIDDLEVILLE FOR 
ME.' I GUESS I'M 
TME STUBBORN 
TYPE... I'LL LICK, 
THIS TOWN YET/ 
VOU KNOW WHERE 
'M GOING.... RIGHT 





&E SURE TO LOOK FOR THE MEXT ISSUE OF. 
THERE'LL BE ANOTHER STORV FOR VOU OF 1 
HEARTWARMING SUCCESS? HEARTBREAKING 
FAILURE? WHO KNOWS? WERE ARE PLENTY 

V , 

m 
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r/A/AMPH! SHE'S STILL MAD 
ALRIGHT.' NOW, I WONDER HOW 
I CAN MAKE HER &EUEVE. 




^BARBARA, YOU LOOK SIMPLY V^ ISN'T IT NICE > 
BEAUTIFUL.' WHY I CAN / OF HORACE TO J 

.HARDLY BEUEVE MV EYES..'/ CALL ON SOU t ^-J 

> — -, r-TDEAR... AFTER THE WAV 1 

f OH. SIT DOWN. ^N // YOU'VE TREATED HIAA? J 
( GOOD,FAITWFUL HORACE 
HE'S ALWAYS BEEN SO 
FOND OF YOU ' 
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it's allset; then.' mow, sir... if you'll just run out 
into the Dining room and get some silver . the 
engaged couple examining the tableware given to 
the bride by the groom's rich family, you know.' 
and madame, we may want to use some of the 
v other rooms. perhaps you'd better check.."' 



YES, OF COURSE 
SEE THAT EVERYTHING 
PERFECT ORDER.' 




ALRIGHT! BUT IF ^s 
YOU'RE LATE AGAIN... 
OR IF i HEAR ONE 
WORD ABOUT THAT 
SHERRY CREATURE 
I'LL. ..THERE'S NO 
TELLING WHAT 
'LL DO' 
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BUT YOU'D BE SUPRiSED HOW 1 
LOVE LOVERS... SO I DECIDED TO 
PEEK IN AT WE CLOVER CLUB 
THAT NIGHT 'MYSELF. BOY WAS 
I GLAD / DID BEFORE THE 
NIGHT WAS OVER 1 

(^BROTHER, LOOK AT HIM 
FLOWERS... CHECKING HIS WATCH 
. HE'S REALLY IN LOVE.'GUESS 
6ABS WILL BE ALONG IN A... . 

.WHOOPS/ THE ENEMY IS IN 



: ..n/,SWEETIE,lSHERRY.'OH, 
HOW DID YOU KWWJ MY ACHING 
YOU'D FIND ME < BACK/ LOOK, 
ERE? AND THOSE) SHERRY, RU^ 
BEAUTIFUL ^jT ALONG AND... 
FLOWERS-' FOR/ 
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«9*D THEN I PULLED THE DIRTIEST TRICK OF THE 

EVENING BUT... WELL, S HERRY HAD IT COMING FOR 

BEING SUCH A FLIRT I E — "" T 

T ^te- { WHERE ARE WE 

SST.' HEY, DRIVER.' THIS ™"**V \ GOlNG,DANNY?/ 

POOR &IRLJS...WB1X, A LITTLE 

CONFUSED, GET IT.'? TAKE HER 

FOR ALONG RIDE AROUND. THE 

PARK, NO MATTER WHAT SHE SAYS' 




....AND WE'LL BE 1/ OH, TiM, WON'T 
MACPIED JUST AS % IT BE PERFECTLY 
SOON AS 1 CAN GETl WONDERFUL 7 

THE LICENSE, 
DARLING/ 



YAAAHHOOOOlDID IT AGAIN, AND^ 
FEEL &REAT/ WELL , FOLKS... 
~I BACK NEXT ISSUE WITH 
ANOTHER STORY TO TELL. 
MEANTIME, PERHAPS I'LL BE > 
SEEING YOU.". ~~~ 
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IT HAS often been said that there is a broken 
heart for every light on Broadway. It could 

also be said that there is a broken Light for 
every heart on Broadway. The Lights were al- 
ways broke. They never had a dime. Harry 
Light was a budding playwright, who never 
seemed to get into bloom. His wife, Martha, 
was an actor's agent who specialized in animal 
acts. But one day last summer — 

Harry bounded into the lobby of their srpall 
hotel, located in the West Forties. As he moved 
rapidly toward the elevator the manager called 
loftly: 

"COME HERE, LIGHT— YOU BUM." 

Harry skidded to a stop. He grinned foolish- 
ly, and approached "Old Beetlepus." Martha was 
responsible for that name. 

"Yes. Mr. Whipple — did you call me?" 

Mr. Whipple scowled. "I wasn't calling Chine," 
he replied. "Do you know what your bill 
■mounts to by now?" 

Harry nearly swallowed his adam's apple. 

"Let me guess," he said. "About — er — fifty, 
maybe?" 

"Fifty-two fifty." roared Mr. Whipple. "This is 
Wednesday. You have until Saturday to pay 
up. If you don't, I'll stick a plug so far in your 
lock it will bore a hole in the opposite wall." 

"You'll have it by Saturday," said Harry. 
"Every dime." 

"I don't want it in dimes. I want it in folding 
money." 

Harry tried to smile. One look at Mr. Whip- 
ple's rock-like face and he nearly passed out. 

"I'm sure I've made s sale this time." he said. 
"Some producer is gonna give me a five-hundred- 
dollar check as option on my new play. This 
will be either today or tomorrow. Pretty good 
aews. ain't it?" 

Mr, Whipple's expression did not change. 

"A lot of suckers in town, aren't there?" he 
remarked. "Left over from the World's Fair, I 

"This is really a swell play," said Harry. "The 
best I've ever done." 

"That don't say much." 

Harry stopped. He looked at the hotel man- 
ager. 

"Mind if I ask you a question, Mr. Whipple?" 

"What?" 

"Are you breakin' in that puss for a new hor- 



MR. WHIPPLE nearly swallowed his up- 
pers. Before he could recover his com- 
posure Harry was in the elevator on his 
way to the fourth floor. He put his key in the 
lock of No. 405 and entered. His wife was sit- 
ting near the window. She was reading a copy 
of The Police Gazette. 

"Hiya, Harry," she greeted him. "What's new?" 

He tossed his hat onto the bed. Martha stared 
at him. 

"Has Old Bettlepuss been after you again?" 
she asked. 

"After me? He's been over me like a tent. 
Same old score. He don't change his tune any." 

Martha took hold of her husband's hand. 

"Things are always darkest just before the 
dawn," she said sweetly. 

"Nuts to that poetry stuff," said Harry. "If 
we don't raise that dough by Saturday we'll be 
in a place that really IS dark. And I don't mean 
the balcony of the Strand." 

"No," said Martha. "You mean the clink." 

"The same— but I think I see a silver lining* 

"What?" said Martha. "Another one?" 

SHE WALKED to her dresser and picked up 
a hand mirror. She looked at her hair. 
"Relax." said Harry. "I wasn't talking about 
your wig. I mean I think I finally sold my play." 

Martha nearly dropped the mirror. 

"Huh?" she said. "Which one?" 

"The three-act murder mystery." 

Martha had to sit down again. She felt weak 
in the knees. 

"You don't mean Edgar Smith, the producer 
you went to see this morning?" 

Harry Light grinned that boyish grin of his. 

"The same." he replied. "Smith told me he'll 
come up this afternoon and talk it over. He 
might even bring a five-hundred-dollar check 
with him. How does that sound?" 
^Martha leaned back in her chair. 
$'Get me a glass of water," she said, "I fee! 
faint." 

Harry started to pace the floor. He didn't 
have much room in which to move. About three 
steps in each direction and he ran into a wall. 
Still, it was home. Even if the mice DID need 
tail-lights to keep from running into each other. 
The rent was four dollars a week. This included 
running water. It ran from the sink, and it ran 
from the ceiling. 

"He read the play," said Harry. "And he's 
gonna read it again just to make sure he likes ii." 

"Suppose it makes' him sick?" 

"He's got a strong stomach — HEY — whatya 
mean sick? That's my best play." 

Martha smiled at her excitable husband. "I 
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know, honey," she said. "But for five hundred 
dollars won't he want something better than 
your best?" 

Harry collided with the door. "There's noth- 
ing better than my best," he shouted. "I can 
write circles around all these other bums." 

"I didn't know there were any OTHER bums 
on Broadway." 

Harry collided with a chair. "This is our big 
chance," he said. "When Smith gets up here I'll 
tel! him I'm a world. beater, a genius. Tell him 
our opening night will be so terrific, Shakespeare 
will come from his grave to shake the hand of 
Harry Light." 

"When he goes back I hope he don't drag you 
with him." 

Harry collided with the dresser. "Another one 
of your wise cracks and I'll be walking out the 
window," he said. "I'm not bringing this guy 
up here for the laughs. I'm bringing him up to 
make a sale. For the love of Mike, sugar, don't 
queer it — or I'll be back selling socks in the Five 
end Dime." 

MARTHA walked to her husband's side and 
kissed him Oil the cheek. "You're a great 
guy, Harry," she said. "And I'm behind 
you all the way." 

"Get in front of me in case this bum throws 
the script at me." 

The telephone rang. Harry nearly jumped out 
of his pants. He picked up the receiver. 

"Hello? — Who? — Mr. Smith? — Sure-^- 
send him right up." He banged the receiver 
back on the hook. 

"He's coming up. Hold your breath, angel. 
Maybe we'll be eating strawberries and cream 
before long." 

A few moments later a short, baldish man was 
admitted to No. 405. He was carrying a brief- 

"Have a chair, Mr. Smith," said Harry. 

"I don't need a chair." replied Mr. Smith. <H 
need a gas-mask." 

Harry's face fell a foot 

"Huh?" 

Mr. Smith sat down. 

"Somebody is cooking cabbage down the hall," 
he replied. "It nearly gagged me." 

Harry and Martha enjoyed a hearty laugh. 

"What's so funny?" asked Mr. Smith. 

"When you said gas-mask," answered Martha, 
"Harry thought you meant his play." 

"A gas-mask wouldn't help me there," said Mr. 
Smith. "I'd have to be dead." 

Harry nearly choked. Martha's knees shook. 
She had to grab the door-knob to keep herself 
from falling to the floor. 



"Is it that bad?" asked the budding play- 
wright. 

THE PRODUCER reached into his brief-case 
and brought out Harry's play. 

"This play," said Mr. Smith, looking at 
Harry sharply, "is so lousy I had to dust the 
pages with DDT before I could read it." 

Harry sat on the edge of the bed. He was 
stunned. Poor Martha was on the verge of tears. 
Mr. Smith looked from one to the other. 

"But I'll take an option on it," he continued, 
"for five hundred dollars." 

The Lights jerked their heads up, and stared 
in astonishment at their visitor. Harry was the 
first to recover his voice. 

"Do you mean it?" he asked. 

Mr. Smith nodded his naked skull. 

"Yes." he said. "I have the check with me. As 
bad as this play is in its present form, it's got 
possibilities. I'm calling in another playwright 
to help yuu polish it." He reached into his well- 
filled wallet and extracted a five-hundred-dollar 

"Here you are," he said. "Use it wisely. Your 
kisser may have more wrinkles than a prune be- 
fore this play goes on." 

Harry snatched the check from the out- 
stretched hand. 

"Give me back my arm." said Mr. Smith. "I 
might need it when I start selling apples on 
Broadway." 

MARTHA leaped across the tiny room and 
planted a resounding kiss on the top of 
Mr. Smith's bald pate. She was over- 
come with happiness. 

"Mr. Smith." she said, "you're a prince." 

"Prince? Is that a new name for sucker?" 

Harry leaped up from the bed. 

"We gotta celebrate," he shouted. "After we 
settle our bill in this insect nest. Will you join 
us. Mr. Smith? Dinner and a show, maybe — 
huh?" 

Mr. Smith shook his head. At the same time 
he replaced his hat upon it and rose from hi« 
Chair. 

"No, thank you," he said. "I'm taking Mrs. 
Smith to a flea circus." 

And with that he left. 

Harry took his wife in his arms. 

"Honey," he said, "we're set — like two dia- 
monds in a wedding ring." 

He kissed her. "Sugar, I adore you. You bring 
me luck." 

And what do you suppose happened then? 
Why, the Lights went out, of course. 
THE END 
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CJUWEItS CASi BOOK 
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When i arrived, the cottage seemed 
deserted, put finally the ooots 
opened to w knock,. 




3 COULD TELL THE GIRL WAS AFRAID Of SOME- 
THING, ANP FURTHER CONFUSED AT MV SUDDEN 
APPEARANCE. ANP YET IT WAS EASY TO SEE_«HE_ 
WAS (SLAP I HAP COME,™ 





HOW DO YOU DO/ SALLY, THE MINIS- 
TER SHOULD BE HERE SOON. I'll BE 
OUT FRONT WATCHING FOR HWt. NOW 

- YOU AND MISS CARTER- r>_ . 

WILL EXCUSE MB ... s&r^ PON'l 



I COULDN'T TELL HIM WHO YOU KEALLV ARE»^ 
HE'D HATE MY ASKING FCC OUTSIDE ADVICE.'/ 
OH, I DON'T KNOW WHAT TO DO' HE'S CALLED 
THE MINISTER AND INSISTS WE SET MASSED lA 

RIGHT NOW, WHEN I SHOULD t™- — £miL 

BUN AWAV AND NEVER SEE ^| /SALLY, PLEASE STOP 



WELL, IT BESAW ABOUT A MONTH AGO- I WAS 
WOKKING IN THE CITY AS A MAT CHECK G«L 
IN THE CRYSTAL CLU 3-- ALTHOUGH I'M FROM THE 
COUNTRY ORIGINALLY. THE CLUB WAS OWNED BY 
pANNV DIX, THE GAMBLER --AND ABOUT SlV 
'WEEKS ASO HE 
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Rut, aftei? a pew weeks -well, 
i suess i couldn't resist 
the glamour of danwv dix's 
courtship; that's AL 




Swat was the pihst vmb i ever saw ji 
b and, believe me, vour heart really 
CAN stamp Still -whew vou look "wto 
THE EVES OF A STBANGER AMD SUDOEWLV 
BECOCHllE THE ONE YOUVe DREAMED 

A9CUT AXL VOUR LIF6/ i 

J SALLy AND ME AI3E 
WHEPE" TO,/ SONNA DO THE TOWN JIMMY > 
M(f. 0\*?J SUT FIEST STOP AT THE ACE HISH 
I GOT A LITTLE BUSINESS WITH 
TOMMY eOMERO. ' 
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SAW 

CAS 
OUT 



PAIN-WBACkEP PPEAM, I 
THE FRONT POOC OF THE 
PUV OPEN, AMP JIM LEAP 




[3 OR A LONS MOMENT r STABEP INTO 
r JIM'S EVES, <WV HEART WAfilWS A J h 

PE«PeRATE 8ATTLB WITH MY COHSCIEHCC- W 
ANP AT LAST.- 
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I'VE ONLY BEEN WORKING FOR 
PAYS. YOU SEE, IT'S LIKE THIS.. 
MECHANIC, AND SOMETIMES 
I DRIVE RACING CAPS. Dl* 
DOES A LOT OP SAMBUNG 
ON THE AUTO RACES, AND 

THAT'S WHERE I MET HIM 




I kVAS BROKE, SAi-LV.' IT'S THE OFF 
SEASON P=OR RACING, AND--WELL, H£ 
WANTED SOMEONE WHO WAS A GOOD 
DPIVER, AND I TOOK THE JOB. OH, I 
KNEW WE WAS A GAMBLE!?, BUT I NEVER 
DREAMED HE WAS A 
KILLER/ TONIGHT WAS 
THE FIRST TIME ANY- 
THING LIKE *IS HAPPEN 
ED TO MB .''I'D NEVER' 
AfiREE TO DRIVE FOR. 
A MURDERER --I -PLEASE 
BELIEVE ME, SAL.LV/ 




And suddenly, all the pent-up longing 

for someone of mv own burst from 
inside me, and i reached out my arms 

FOR JIM/, <r 

1 OW, JIM.' JiM.' I WANTED VOU to 

BE CLEAN AND DECENT prom tHE first 



MOMENT l SAW YOU.' 
OF YOUR BEING A 
IE CAUSE 



I H ATED THE T MOUgHT t 

SALLV, DO VOU 
MEAN IT P I FELT 
■HE SAME WA 
I SAW VOU.' I WAS 
AFRAID YOU WERE 
ANOTHER OF DIX'S 
GIRLS.' SALLY I LOVE 
: LOVE YOU 
LING/ 



WEN JIM'S ARMS WERE AROUND ME, AND 
EVERYTHING WAS ALL RlfiHT.'l'O NEVER 
KNOWN BEFORE WHAT ECSTACV ft COULD BE 
JUST TQ HOLD SQM6QN.E CLOSE / ~~ 

DARLING, WE'LL SO AWAV JUST AS *e*DN ** 
THIS IS Ov*(? AND VOUR ANKLE HEALS/ A 
BROTHER MAS A LITTLE PUCE NEAR T '" 
OCEAW, AND WE'LL GO THE«E "TO F 




'xiUdm- 
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1 THAT MINISTER- I'VE SEEN e 


W oowh/ oh, no' ^ 




J HE isn't a wim- 




^istec.he's pannv 




Li. PIX ■' ^ 


K&mP 


(r 


BSP^/r ^HKs 




Bb,.^ "wr 


^>/^^v 




Wf (I ^Jm 




f plfv 


NiMffaP^M 


W^r*4f&.& 


, /: *o 1 





PICTORIAL LOVE STORIES 



YOU_ MlSSED, SALLV/JT WHAT 
'WHY, 




YOU SAVED 
SALLY/ SOOD 
GIRL /YOU - 
i.OOK' OU 
DON'T FALI 



well, i can assure you, the next hour ok so was 
hectic/ police and Reporters rushed in and 
Out like madmen, i finally mad the chance to 
draw one of the detectives aside, and i tolc 
him the whole story, with sally's permission 1 . 



WELL, IS THE STORY CHECKS, MISS CARTER, I GUESS 
THINGS WON'T SO TOO BAD FOR THE YOUNG FELL- 
OW— PROBABLY GET OF F WiTH A SUSP ENC7SP 
SENTENCE, WITH YOU , f^rHANK YOU vSBvNThS " . 
MUCH.' I'LL BE 7 SARSE, 
IN COURT- >5 THIS 

JOINT'S N 

gettin' ceowp-) 

ED-HERE COMKS 
ANOTHER CAR' 



VOUCHING FOR 





AND EVERYTHING WAS 
SETTLED AT THAT., JIM 
WAS GIVEN A WARNING 
BY THE JUDGE WHO 
TRIED HIM, AND SET 
FREE, WE AND SALLY 
HAVE A BUSY LITTLE 
GARAGE NOW, AND JIM 
HAS A CAR OF HIS OWN 
ENTERED IN THE RACES 
NEXT WEEK- SO THERE 
YOU HAVE IT-CASE#IS7/ 
WELL, GOOPBVE FOE 
NOW, BUT PON'T FORGET, 
I'LL BE BACK ZOOM 
WITH ANOTHER STORY 
FOR YOU FROM 
CATHABWE CASTEgis 

case- book/ 
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I SUPPOSE THE CEAL BEGINNING OF MY <5TO«Y GOES BACK TO THE 'SUMMER 
THAT THE CITY PEOPLE DISCOVERED THE CHAPM OF OUK LITTLE TOWN, AND BE- 
GAN TO COME THERE FOe VACATIONS. I HAP NEVEI? MET ANY OF THEM, BUT I 
100\i AN IMMEDIATE DISLIKE TO THE YOUNGEC -SET -I THOUGHT THEY WERE TOO 
LOUD, TOO WILD AND TOO WISE, AND ALL MY FBIENDS SEEMED TO AGBEE 
WITH ME, I REALIZE NOW THAT MY DISLIKE WAS PEOBABLY JEALOUSy-EN VY 
OF THElE CA25, THE1E CLOTHES, THEiP MONEY. BUT IT TOOK THE SHOCK OP 
SEEING THE MAN I LOVED WALK OUT ON ME to OPEN MY SYfi*/ 
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AMIP SC?EAMING BBAKEG ANP THE GKlNPlNl 
THUP AS JUP'S OLP CAC HIT THE ONE IN 
FRONT OF U9, I PELT MY HEAP SNAP FOR- 
WARD ANP -SMASH INTO THE PA<SHBOAPP/ 
FOE A MOMENT ALL I COULP SEE WEt?E 
PINWHEELS ANP FOLKA OOT^ — 



-ANP THEN. AS MY HEAO CLEAPEP, I 
?AW A HANDSOME YOUWSMAN, THE 
ORIVEB OF THE OTHER CAP, CUNNING 
TOWAPP /WE ... i t „ tt-t- r-n- 
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NEXT AFTECNOON, AS I WAS TENPINS 
THE FLOWEP GARDEN, I FOUND MY- 
SELF THINKING OF GE(?ALP MACSH--AN0 
ANNOYED AT MYSELF FOR DOING SO. 
WHAT IF HE WAS HANDSOME? JUST AN- 
OTHEE CITY SHARPIE, I KEPT TELLING 
MYSELF. AND I JUST ABOUT MAC ME 
NLY,.. 
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. ALL AFTERNOON I COULD HAVE 
KICKED MYSELF FOR INVITING 
GECRY TO THE DANCE. BUT THAT 
NIGHT HIS CHAGM STOOP OUT 
LIKE A SC1GHT LIGHT AGAINST 
THE SULLEN BLACK MOOD THAT 
JUD WAS IN, AND I FELT MY- 
SELF BEING PBAWN TOWARP 
GERRY AGAINST MY WILL., BUT 
JUP HOVEREP MENACINSLY IN 
THE BACKGROUND EVERY 
TIME WE PANCEPOCCHATTEP, 
AN D_ FINALLY 

r OH, MY GOOD- 
NESS/ HEBE COMES JUP AGAIN. 
HE'LL CAUSE A SCENE THIS TIME 
FOG SURE,' 



THEN, AS WE TURN- 
ED A CORNER OF THE 
0AGN--I FELTGERRY<S 
ARMS GUPPENLY CLOSE 
AROUNP ME ' 



BUT, BEFORE 
I COULP GAY ANY 
MORE --GERRY KiSSEP 
ME/ OH, I SHOULD HAVE 
KNOWN THEN ANP 

THERE WHAT WAS 
HAPPENING TO ME.'MV 
HEAP WHIGLEP ANP MY 
HEAGr BEAT FASTER ANP 
FASTER TILL I THOUGHT 
I'D EX- 
PLODE/ i 
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But suddenly i had to 
&reak free of his arms/ 
i don't know what it was 
--probably my stupip, coun- 
try-snob convictions about 
city slickers. all the wilp 
stories i'd ever heard 
about the smooth lies 
they told, the dumb country 
girls- who fell for twem, 
sprang into my mind.' oh, 

WHA T A LITTLE BPOl r WAS/ 

I DO LOVE YOU. BETSY / YOU 
MU5T BELIEVE ME ..AFTER THAI 
KISS -.' SAY YOU LOVE ME TOO 
DARLING.. PLEA^j-^q , WQ ~ 
^AREN'T FOOLING 
[MB.' LET ME SO 
t BEFORE 



BETSY.. WHAT IS IT? I ^ 
THOUGHT WHEN YOU ASK- 
EP ME TO COME OUT 
HEKE WITH YOU THAT YOU 
LIKED MB! WHAT'S 
. WRONG... 

SO 
OF ME, 

you 

SNEAK I! 4 

_»JUD/JUP.'J 



I BROKE AWAY AND RAN 
BLINPLY INTO THE BARN— 
STRAIGHT INTO JUD'ANP,a4 
I RAN, I KNEW I WAS WfONfi 
- 1 KNEW I WAS BEING A 

hysterical, tpionc eaoi! 
But it was too late to 
Stop/ 

" betsy p'p that 
wi9e guy make a pass 4 

AT YOU ?f HE DID/' I CAM 
SEE IT/ WELL, DON'T WORRY 
WE'LL FIX I 
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i tors at jup's agms as he beat serry 
ummebcifullv, but it was no use -jud was 
uke a w1lp animal.' an0 every slow sent 
its smashing impact straight into mv 
heart/ 



ANP THEN I PELT MVSELF LOGINS ALL 
CONTROL ! I SCREAMED AT JUD LIKE A 
MAP ANIMAL UNTIL I MADE HIM AWARE 
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I don't know how long 

I CeiEC- THEPE IN THE MOON- 
LIGHT, BUT IT SEEMEP AGEC... 
I HAP MET THE MAN I LOVED 
THE PAY BEFORE - ANP MADE 
HIM HATE ME IN ONLY A LITTLE 
MOKE THAN TWENTY -FOLIC 
HOUBS/ I DIDN'T BLAME HIM 
FOR DESPISING AAE, BUT OH, 
HOW I PBAYEO FOP JU5T 
ONE MINUTE TO EXPLAIN 
THINGS TO HIM/ AND THEN 
JUD'S VOICE INTEP- 



KuPTEP A. 




•^ HEY ^ 


LONGINGS.. 




BETSY/ 






t THOUGHT 






I TOLP a 




■ 1^- - -"iiSC 


t ^u to" 




e\ ** ■ 


1 COME 

1 INSIDE/- 3 



', YOU CONClETED FOOL' 

no' voui? gicl. anp i 

neveg was/i'm in love ■* 

''with gecev, and sici^op vou/ 

he'p ma«:e two of VOU WITH 

\ Plenty to SPAPE/I'm in love 

with him, do vou heap me/? 

even though i've lost j 

-iim focevei? r love ^ 
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r^P i> M 
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OH. GEPCY, I WAS AFPAlD I'D LOST ^ 
YOU/ DAGUNG, I DIDN'T WEAN TO 
SCfJEAM.' T DO LO VE YOU , BUT I WAS^ 
AFRAID... 
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